drawn by a pair of strawberry roans. A smart
coachman and footman sat on the box, and on each
side rode two officers on white horses.

Now the singing ceased in the mosque. People
began to come out. The sultan's son, less flushed,
passed by on foot, answering swiftly the salutes of
the people. The brougham was drawn up before the
bright-yellow carpet. Nazim Pasha once more stood
there talking with several officials. The soldiers had
picked up their arms, the sailors were standing at
attention.

Then there was a very long wait.

"The sultan is taking coffee/5

Another five minutes passed.

"The sultan is sleeping."

On this announcement being made to me, I
thought seriously of departing in peace; but a Greek
friend, who had spoken to an official, murmured in
my ear:

"The sultan is awake and is changing his clothes."

This sounded promising, and I decided to wait.

It seemed to me that his Majesty was a very long
time at his toilet; but at last we were rewarded.
Abruptly from the glass porch he appeared in Euro-
pean dress, with very baggy trousers much too long
in the leg and a voluminous black frock-coat. He
stood for a moment holding the frock-coat with
both hands, as if wishing to wrap himself up in it.
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